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NEW  MOONS  AND  MISTS 


WAIT  FOR  THESE  THINGS 


AIT  for  these  things  beside  the  river  landing: 
A  slow  bird  rising  through  the  slanting  rain, 
New  moons  and  mists  that  give  us  understanding, 
Long  twilights,  when  the  shape  of  hills  is  plain. 

Wait  for  these  things  beside  the  river  landing: 
Wind  roving  down  the  keyboard  of  the  stars, 
A  red  leaf  on  a  ripple,  oak  trees  standing, 
And,  poised  against  blue  moments,  waiting  spars. 

Or  the  low,  running  gladness  of  canoes 
Under  the  leaning  of  a  gray-tipped  gull, 
And  cat-o'-nine-tail  plumes  that  ever  lose 
Their  warm,  brown  beauty  when  the  wind  is  full. 

Wait  for  these  things  beside  the  river  landing, 
For  they  will  come  to  you  against  your  will, 
Filling  the  longing  unawares,  commanding 
The  swift  impatience  of  the  blood  to  still. 


ROADS  THAT  FOREVER  WIND 


R 


OADS  that  forever  wind, 
Oh,  where  may  they  lead 
Where  earth  can  be  ever  kind 
And  the  heart  not  bleed? 
They  shall  circle  back,  I  know, 
Through  autumn  hills  and  the  rain 
To  a  world  of  dark  and  snow 
And  recurrent  pain. 
Yet  walk  while  the  rock  hangs  red 
With  the  sumac's  cheer, 
Walk  upward  and  keep  your  eye 
On  the  blue  and  the  clear, 
The  eternal  sky. 
Breathe  deep  and  forget  your  fear. 


THE  BIRDS  OF  AUTUMN 

J.HE  birds  of  autumn  are  gray  and  lonely  things. 
With  sorrow  in  their  eyes  and  quiet  wings 
They  circle  over  empty  oaks  and  slant  away 
Into  the  cold  and  dying  light  of  day. 
And  time  seems  held  a  moment  by  their  flight: 
There  is  no  autumn  and  there  is  no  night, 
Only  the  movement  of  their  wings,  the  chill 
Which  stiffens  every  leaf  and  locks  the  hill 
In  silence  which  no  mortal  sound  can  break. 
Some  of  the  sadness  of  my  heart  is  there, 
Hung  on  those  distant  wings,  bathed  by  the  air 
Which  flows  from  mountains  they  are  flying  to. 
O  birds  of  autumn,  lonely  and  too  few, 
How  can  you  carry  what  I  cannot  bear? 


PERMANENCE 


Yc 


.OU  can  shake  down  those  leaves  if  you  like, 
But  they  will  belong  to  me,  always, 
Till  the  pool  underneath  is  dry,  till  the  rock 
Grows  molten  and  the  grasses  die. 
I  saw  those  leaves  come  first: 
When  I  came  down  to  the  pool, 
Heavy  with  thirst,  I  paused  and  looked  up  at  a  bird, 
And  the  buds  lay  cool, 
Cool  and  new  and  green 
On  the  blue  sky.  The  fresh  sheen 
Of  their  bodies  dazzled  me.  I  was  still. 
I  forgot  the  bird  and  my  thirst; 
The  buds  seemed  to  fill 
Every  need  I  had  ever  had. 

I  reached  up  and  touched  a  low  bough  and  was  glad. 
You  can  shake  down  the  old  leaves  now, 
But  what  passed  from  the  buds  through  my  hand 
To  the  blood  and  the  spirit  stays  here— 
Something  out  of  the  land- 
Something  deep  in  me,  clean  and  as  clear 
As  any  water;  it  will  go  with  me  out  of  this  world 
As  fresh  as  on  the  bough,  as  tightly  curled. 


THE  HARBOR  LONGS  FOR  SHOUTING 


LHEY 


lived  upon  a  mountain  crowned  with  light, 
Often  descending,  for  they  loved  the  sea; 
They  swam  into  the  moonlight,  naked,  bright, 
Swam  in  the  breakers,  swam  through  sparkling  night, 
Turned  in  the  cool,  dark  waters  lovingly. 

They  brought  their  fruit  in  barges  gold  and  white, 
And  wood  sweet-smelling,  strong  for  bridge  and  spire; 
Full-rigged  they  sailed,  and  staunch  and  quick  for  flight; 
Glad  their  returning  and  the  catching  sight 
Of  roof-tops  on  the  peaks,  sweet  their  desire. 

O  ruddy  racers,  swimmers,  mountain  hearts, 
You  of  the  colored  sail,  the  throaty  cry, 
The  crooked  roadways  and  the  stumbling  carts, 
Breathing  the  raw  salt  air  that  heals  and  smarts, 
Breathing  the  hill  calm  and  the  open  sky, 

What  pathway  have  you  left  along  the  wave, 
What  hammer  blow  upon  a  crumbled  stone? 
The  looming  ocean  moon  has  lost  her  slave, 
The  harbor  longs  for  shouting.  Tall  and  brave 
Your  last  full  sail  has  met  the  stars,  alone. 


IN  THIS  WOOD 


Yc 


.OU  can  twist  these  thin,  black  trees, 
And  break  this  rock. 
You  can  beat  the  cliff  to  its  knees 
And  hold  back  the  shock 
Of  the  waterfall. 
But  you  cannot  break  this  fact 
Or  alter  this  truth: 
Here  where  the  sky  is  tall, 
Where  the  earth  has  been  racked 
By  earthquakes  before  man  came, 
In  this  wood, 

This  place  under  cliffs,  by  a  stream, 
The  uttermost  flame 
Of  eternal  calm  has  come  to  dream. 
Here  God  has  stood. 
You  can  shatter  the  things  He  has  done, 
But  forever 

The  spirit  He  is  broods  on. 
And  here,  on  this  quiet  and  lonely  ground 
No  act  can  change  it,  no  dark  machine, 
No  shells  of  war. 
How  perfectly  shaped,  how  clean 
Is  the  beauty  of  God,  unseen 
Yet  given  to  us  in  fragments,  in  hints, 
The  thin  black  trees,  the  tiny  glints 
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Of  sun  in  the  crystal  of  rock. 

You  can  break  the  shock 

Of  the  waterfall  and  kill  these  trees, 

But  the  impulse  that  made  them  lives  in  the  deathless  air, 

The  beauty  is  everpresent,  is  always  there. 

And  whenever  you  walk 

On  a  path,  in  the  stillness,  the  ghosts  of  old  beauty  talk; 

They  tell  you  how  God  came  down  like  a  flame, 

And  even  in  death  made  sure  they  would  still  be  fair, 

Would  remain  the  same. 


VANTAGE  POINT 


JTIERE 


all  the  roads  curve  down,  and  where  they  go 
Only  the  hemlocks  far  beneath  me  know. 
Here  all  the  streams  that  run  from  high  beyond 
Pass  me  and  circle  down  and  then  are  gone. 
Even  the  clouds  blow  gently  down  the  sky 
As  if  in  one  of  those  deep  hollows  there  below 
They  would  be  caught  and  turned  to  drifted  snow. 
Even  the  birds  that  drop  without  a  cry 
Converge  in  that  dark  refuge  from  the  sun. 
I  would  go  down  these  roads  and  find  what  lies 
Within  those  woods  apart  from  everyone— 
So  secret  and  so  strong— what  pulls  the  skies 
And  draws  the  shape  of  hills  and  calls  the  wing 
Down,  down  to  shadows  where  the  waters  sing 
In  hushed  content,  and  every  hemlock  sighs. 
But  if  I  followed  road  or  stream  or  cloud 
And  came  to  beauty  only  guessed  from  here, 
If  over  the  mosses,  under  the  dark  trees  bowed, 
All  that  my  longing  pictured  lived  as  clear, 
What  would  there  be  to  follow  then,  what  road? 
I  would  have  reached  the  slope's  end  and  the  valley's  floor, 
The  loveliness  that  downward  sank  and  flowed 
Would  not  be  there  to  draw  me  after;  and  no  more 
Could  I  look  down  on  far-off  roads  that  bend 
Into  a  woods  still  secret  and  unexplored. 
I  shall  stay  on  these  hills  till  the  day's  end. 
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EARLY  BLUEBIRD 


T. 


HE  bluebird  rose  from  the  tufted  grass, 
A  spicy  blue,  a  chip  of  the  wind 
Blown  slantwise  a  moment.  Where  darkness  skimmed 
Under  running  cloud  I  saw  him  pass, 
And  my  breath  was  caught  with  the  breath  of  his  going, 
Fragile  blue  on  a  toss  of  air. 

The  hawk  that  wheeled  where  the  sky  was  flowing 
Will  never  remember  and  never  care; 
But  some  of  the  breath  of  my  body  was  taken 
And  some  of  the  blue  of  his  body  was  left 
Deep,  deep  in  the  blood  where  memories  waken 
When  bluebirds  have  flown  and  the  heart  is  bereft. 
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REFUGE 

as  strong  as  strength  that  I  can  borrow 
From  men  as  weak  as  I,  tormented  still 
By  younger  dreams  and  slow,  maturing  sorrow, 
I  have  sought  peace  beyond  the  farthest  hill. 

At  night  I  go,  when  stars  are  sharp  as  guilt, 
Thirsting  for  silence  and  the  taste  of  dark, 
Under  the  bulk  of  trees,  the  new-born  tilt 
Of  moon-ships  riding  where  the  winds  embark. 

The  rip  of  briers  on  my  arm  is  good, 
The  feel  of  bushes  tangling  at  the  hip, 
The  climb,  the  struggle,  quicker  breath;  dense  wood 
Where  starlight  with  a  tiny  silver  whip 
Flicks  at  the  leaf  mold  and  the  dangling  vine. 
Up  and  still  upward  till  the  blood  is  hot, 
The  cold  air  precious  in  the  throat  like  wine. 
In  some  dark  covert  where  the  moon  comes  not, 
Where  even  the  lightning  bug  is  blind,  and  wind 
Pauses  and  slides  away,  I  crouch  and  hear 
The  surging  of  my  heart  like  music  dinned 
In  ghostly  archways.  Slowly  the  mind  grows  clear, 
The  ringer  tips  discover  quiet  ground 
And  single  things— a  twig,  an  edge  of  stone. 
The  stir  of  wood  mice  is  the  only  sound; 
Motion  is  distant.  I  am  free,  alone. 
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I  have  escaped.  Not  even  a  village  light 

Can  find  me.  This  I  think;  and  then, 

Swift  as  the  thought  up-welling,  comes  the  sight 

Of  life  remembered  and  the  look  of  men. 

The  pain  I  found  so  hard  to  watch  in  eyes, 
Long  hatreds,  and  the  friends  I  could  not  make 
Because  I  lacked  the  courage,  these  arise 
Before  me,  they  become  the  leaves  I  take 

And  grip  within  my  hand;  the  dew  I  feel 
Is  sweat  and  tears,  the  darkness  all  about 
Is  what  I  could  not  cope  with— speeding  wheel 
And  toil  and  terror.  Slowly,  like  a  shout, 

My  refuge  breaks  and  flowers,  and  the  night 
Spills  in  upon  me,  turning  bark  to  bone, 
The  earth  to  flesh,  my  blindness  into  sight— 
The  loves  I  have  forgotten  in  my  flight 
Return  to  me,  sharper  than  pain  or  fright, 
Giving  a  peace  betrayed,  but  always  known. 


BRIEF  COMMUNION 


o 


LONELY  souls,  go  down  the  path  with  me, 
Out  of  the  city  walls,  unto  a  hill; 
Deaden  the  thunder  of  machinery, 
And  let  your  hearts  remember  and  be  still. 

What  wishes  have  we  spoken  in  the  grass- 
Each  one  of  us,  when  in  our  youth  we  lay 
Under  the  summer  wind,  the  beaten  brass 
Of  skies  remotely  molded  into  day? 

See,  in  a  brief  communion  bends  the  leaf 
Athwart  the  course  of  silence  and  the  sun— 
An  attitude  eclipsing  death  and  grief 
Because  it  makes  the  past  and  present,  one. 

Look  on  the  leaf,  and  if  the  wish  returns 
In  the  old  manner,  with  a  new  restraint, 
Know  it  for  reverence— a  faith  that  burns 
When  wheels  are  silent  and  the  passions  faint. 


SONG  OUT  OF  SEASON 

A  HIS  is  the  song  that  the  dim  bees  drone 
In  the  hanging  grasses  of  hot  noonday 
When  the  harvest  of  honey  is  fully  known 
And  the  goldfinch  leans  through  the  windless  gray 
Of  a  heat  mist  smoldering  over  the  hill, 
And  contentment  burns  in  the  heart  grown  still. 
This  is  the  song  that  the  dim  bees  drone— 
This  honied  murmur  of  your  content- 
But  now  is  the  season  of  quickened  tone 
Among  leaves  and  grasses;  the  summer  is  spent. 
Like  dancers  in  ecstasy  maples  declare 
New  madness,  new  savagery;  you  are  alone 
In  your  pale,  hanging  grasses.  Through  deep,  tangled  hair 
Of  remembrance  you  peer  at  the  bright  autumn  moon, 
And  dream  of  the  bee  time  and  clover  at  noon. 


BIRD  BURIAL 

HIS  is  the  dying,  then,  the  loss  of  sound, 
The  last  relation  to  the  soil  that  gave 
The  food  of  life?  Faint  golden  throat  that  found 
A  joy  in  song,  why  should  the  open  grave 
Be  darkly  silent  at  this  final  hour? 
Twisted  within  the  earth  the  head  is  strange; 
The  wings  lie  awkwardly  as  if  a  tower 
Of  high,  rebellious  light,  or  mountain  range 
Had  flung  you  from  the  outer  source  of  breath. 
This,  then,  is  silence  after  wind,  the  gloom 
After  the  lightning,  and  the  earth  at  death! 
Racer  of  autumn  leaves,  lover  of  bloom, 
Earth  that  you  loved  is  mute;  hands  you  fled 
Cover  the  fallen  wing  and  bless  the  dead. 
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FULFILLMENT 

us  walk  down  the  path  again 
When  twilight  is  half-uttered,  and  rain 
Has  just  skipped  down  the  road  humming 
A  tune,  and  the  still  night  is  coming. 

Let  us,  as  often  then,  pause  where 
Brown  fields  run  washed  and  naked.  There, 
From  far,  far-curving  shores  the  clear 
Deep  wash  of  coolness  tumbles  sheer. 

We  would  find  freshness  just  the  same: 
The  tree  tips  dipped  in  dusky  flame, 
And,  stinging  sweet,  the  fragrance,  stirred 
By  startled  air,  soars  like  a  bird. 

There  would  be  dripping  leaves,  and  bark 
Soaked  richly  black,  the  same  twigs,  stark 
And  clean,  tangled  in  stars,  and  such 
A  distance  as  we  long  to  touch. 


PRIVACY 

T 

A  HAT  coolness  lives  within  the  sinew  yet, 
That  coolness  out  of  cellar  walls 
That  dried  the  sweat 
And  soothed  the  sting  of  hayseed  under  overalls. 

Over  me  were  the  rooms  and  halls 

Reeking  with  heat; 

Here  the  damp  earth  came  through  the  rock, 

Here  was  the  burlap  bag  lumpy  with  sweet 

Firm  apples.  The  gaunt  furnace  was  friendly, 

I  had  remembered  to  lock 

The  door. 

Crouching  on  the  cold  floor, 

Feeling  its  magic  dankness  at  the  spine, 

I  drew  the  burlap  bag  against  me,  shook  out  an  apple, 

This  was  mine. 
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RATIONALE 

IVE  the  air  time  to  turn  your  blood  to  red.  Give  every 
artery  its  tide  of  light  by  pausing  at  the  opening  of  days 
to  breathe  quiescently  with  lifted  head  and  kindled  eyes 
the  slow,  white  skies. 


Systole  and  diastole  your  deep  heart  cries  for  the  drawing  in 
of  this  flame  of  the  air  discreetly,  passively,  with  meas 
ured  care.  Be  the  valve  closing  on  exact  amount,  be  as 
precise  as  moons  drawing  the  sea.  Venous  and  intricate  is 
the  warmth  interlocked  in  you.  Count  the  sun's  subtle 
transfusions,  use  them  sagaciously. 

Learn  to  agree  with  the  rounded  horizon,  the  morning's  re 
turns.  Live  as  one  knowing  dimension  and  season.  Live  as 
one  should  like  live  wood  that  burns  with  invisible  reason. 


DOGWOOD 


No 


symmetry  such  as  the  dogwood  leaf 
Shows  in  her  veins.  No  flush  so  brief 
And  yet  so  delicate  as  that  which  comes 
Across  her  beauty  when  the  wily  thief 
Of  autumn  pinches  with  his  reddened  thumbs. 
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INLAND  GULL 


o 


NE  high  gull  swinging  towards  the  sea 
Against  a  far,  faint  sky; 
The  hard,  dry  stubble  under  me 
Is  cold  and  voiceless;  but,  beyond 
The  bare  birch  standing  emptily, 
One  gull  is  swinging  towards  the  sea. 
And  though  my  wounded  mind  must  cry 
Rebellion  for  the  passing  by 
Of  gull  and  autumn,  in  my  heart 
Fly  suddenly  the  singing  wings 
Of  faith  in  voices  yet  to  be, 
And  all  the  moments  kept  apart 
For  glad  return  from  wanderings. 
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RENEWAL 


o 


UT  of  a  sky  green-blue  and  sweetly  cold 
The  north  wind  comes,  bowling  the  rounded  clouds 
Smoothly  and  easily  over  the  hills  unrolled 
In  first  snow's  white.  The  fir  trees  stand  in  crowds 
Whispering  with  excitement,  tingling  through 
With  the  first  good  chill  of  winter,  the  air  made  new. 

I  pause  with  my  hands  turned  blue  on  the  bucksaw's  handle, 

Turning  my  face  to  the  wind  and  breathing  again 

The  years  gone  by  when  the  air  was  my  spirit  and  brain, 

When  sharp-eyed  and  lithe  it  moved  on  a  noiseless  sandal 

Out  of  the  forests  I  worshipped  and  watched  in  pain, 

Watched  in  the  pain  of  love  and  anticipation; 

Youngest  years  when  I  welcomed  the  hunter,  air, 

With  his  green-blue  eyes,  and  shadowy  frosted  hair 

Crisp  with  the  feathery  ghosts  of  autumn  leaves, 

And  his  gray,  lean  knife  that  drew  my  eager  blood. 

I  grew  from  the  wounds  he  gave,  and  his  breath  was  food, 

From  his  glance  I  forged  the  spirit  that  wills  and  believes. 

O  hunter-companion,  the  years  that  have  fallen  between 
Have  found  me  an  exile,  south  and  west,  but  one 
Who  sought  you  forever,  through  forests  of  memory  green 
With  longing  immortal,  and  gray  with  a  winter  sun. 
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I  sought  you  yet  never  lost  you:  year  by  year 

I  have  heard  you  in  silence  and  lifted  my  face  to  feel 

The  edge  of  your  strength  when  I  languished.  And  now  you 

are  here 

On  the  hills  I  return  to— swift  as  a  prick  of  steel 
That  catches  me  unaware,  that  runs  me  through. 

0  hunter-companion,  I  leave  my  house  tomorrow, 
And  over  the  hills  of  the  north  I  shall  follow  you. 

The  years  will  vanish  from  me,  and  the  needless  sorrow, 
And  I  shall  be  lithe  and  wily,  and  quick  to  see 
The  way  you  swing  to  a  hill  and  lean  to  a  hollow, 
And  stride  for  stride  I  shall  keep  your  thigh  to  me. 

We  shall  run  together  again;  and  then,  as  before, 
You  will  outstrip  me;  the  sweeps  of  russet  grass 
And  the  blowing  oaks  and  the  cliffs  where  birches  soar- 
All,  all  with  the  snow  upon  them,  will  cry  as  you  pass, 
And  hold  the  traces  that  I  am  searching  for. 
And  down  at  the  stone  wall's  ending,  the  spruce's  rim, 
Where  the  world  curves  under  and  crouches  in  certain  sleep, 

1  shall  see  you  bending,  your  headdress  gleaming  dim, 

And  your  face  grown  quiet.  The  sky  will  be  dusky  and  steep, 
But  still  I  shall  see  the  pool  you  are  drinking  from— 
Its  amber  clearness,  the  way  it  runs  through  your  hand. 
And  kneeling  beside  you  to  drink,  with  the  heart  struck  dumb, 
I  shall  know  and  remember  the  taste,  and  the  look  of  the  land, 
The  friend  I  am  with,  and  the  changeless  way  I  have  come. 


IN  RETROSPECT 


i 


HAD  forgotten  things  like  you: 
Tall,  breathless  mornings  offering  me 
A  silver  tray  of  crisp,  new  day 
Curved  in  a  skyline  wintry  blue, 

The  roof  tops  whittled  clean  of  snow, 
The  muted  tree,  the  brittle  twig, 
The  stiffened  thrust  of  grass  through  crust, 
And  crystal  bushes  weighted  low. 

Slow,  opal  chimney  smoke,  and  new 
Sharp  lines  to  icicle  and  stream, 
The  frozen  hill,  the  cornstalks  still— 
I  had  forgotten  things  like  you 

Until  I  woke  one  lonely  dawn 
And  knew  you  were  forever  gone. 
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BLACK  LAKE 


i 


SHOULD  like  to  be  in  the  black  lake  now, 
Under  the  ice,  with  my  face  to  the  sky. 
I  would  feel  the  sweet  clean  cold  of  the  water, 
I  could  look  up  and  see  the  skaters  go  by 
Through  the  white,  fine  ice,  the  fragile  curve 
Of  the  blades  biting  down,  the  long,  lovely  swerve 
Of  a  woman's  body,  the  charge  of  a  man 
With  quicker  strokes  and  a  pounding  sound. 
I  shall  go  back  to  the  lake,  if  I  can, 
Sometime  before  I  die. 
I  should  rather  lie 
There  than  underground. 
I  should  rather  be  buried  in  water  I  loved, 
Black  under  ice.  The  cold  of  it  sealing  me. 
My  face  to  the  sky. 


WINTER  TWILIGHT 


N, 


OW  is  the  glitter  of  sun  grown  pale, 
The  stone  wall  darkened,  the  bare  trees  still. 
The  highest  twigs  show  red  and  frail, 
The  far  sky  halts  on  the  farthest  hill. 

Downward  through  marsh  grass  broken  and  stiff 
The  easy  swing  of  the  deer  tracks  go 
Past  spruces  loaded  with  fragile  snow, 
By  tinkling  streams  to  the  barrier  cliff. 

And  here  is  the  blood  where  the  life  was  taken, 
The  trampled  white  and  the  cartridge  shell. 
A  beauty  most  swift  shall  never  awaken; 
The  twilight  is  hung  with  the  powder  smell. 

The  creature  I  watched  in  the  orchard  dawn, 
The  standing  attentive,  the  lifted  head, 
The  graceful  turning  and  leaping,  is  gone, 
And  all  of  the  trails  that  it  followed  have  led 

Only  to  silence,  the  smell  of  death, 
And  the  cold  air  hung  in  the  arch  of  sky— 
The  air  that  the  hunter  will  take  as  breath 
Till  his  own  limbs  falter,  his  own  heart  die. 
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WINTER'S  END 


T, 


HE  cedars  that  I  saw  were  feather-light, 
And  dark  against  the  blue  of  sky,  the  cool  of  night, 
And  far  beyond  them  lay  the  hidden  sea 
Remotely  sleeping,  and  yet  close  to  me— 
Close  as  the  cedars  bending  in  the  air 
Ever  so  quiet,  letting  starlight  through 
With  sighing  that  in  summer  I  would  swear 
Only  the  slow  sea  knew. 
Dark  cedars  and  the  sleeping  stars  and  breath- 
Sweet  breath  of  spring  stirring  the  winter  tree— 
This  night  will  live  in  me  until  the  death 
Of  all  my  breathing,  till  the  sleeping  sea 
That  I  have  loved  and  listened  to  shall  die, 
And  the  last  cedar  fall  from  stars  and  sky. 


II 

OPEN  HIGH  WINDOWS 


OPEN  HIGH  WINDOWS 


o 


PEN  high  windows  on  our  love 
And  lean  out,  elbows  on  the  sill; 
Let  wonder  ripple  from  above 
And  lightly  spill. 

We  chose  this  street,  this  day,  to  pass. 
Quick-limbed  and  arm  in  arm,  we  throw 
Laughter  against  the  squares  of  glass 
That  hold  you  so. 

Lean  out,  and  if  we  condescend, 
Flash  of  our  glance  may  fall  on  you, 
And  music  of  our  blood  may  bend 
Your  bodies  too. 

Only  a  narrow  street,  a  breath 
In  which  to  comprehend  that  here, 
Wind-blown  beyond  the  walls  of  death, 
Goes  lovers'  cheer. 

So  opal  is  the  sky  ahead, 
So  sharp  the  angle  of  desire 
That,  as  we  pass,  the  beauty  bled 
May  turn  to  fire. 


D 


DEPARTURE 

O  you  think  they  will  ever  find  us?  We  have  turned  the 
corner,  we  have  passed  through  the  tall  brown  sorrel, 
heart-swift  as  the  brown  of  deer  over  mountain  laurel. 


They  can  never  find  us;  we  have  hidden  our  love  forever  in 
the  night-cool  ferns  of  calmness  where  star  fire  burns, 
where  the  sunlight  builds  like  coral  the  love's  endeavor, 
and  no  one  can  hear  what  we  say,  not  even  the  clever. 

They  can  never  follow.  No  custom  or  creed,  no  world-words 
inquiring  can  reach  us  here.  We  shall  never  heed  the 
pollen  blown  from  the  meadows  behind,  nor  remem 
brance's  seed.  We  shall  cut  the  young  thought  in  the 
bark,  and  keep  something  separate,  and  talk  in  the  dark, 
slow  syllables  such  as  the  bloodroot  bleed. 


PERSPECTIVE 

lOO  shall  the  white  wind  fill  our  hearts 
With  sober  silences  at  last, 
There  where  the  autumn  maple  starts, 
Like  quick  anticipation  cast 
Into  the  molded  mind  of  air, 
And  everlasting  rocks  can  meet 
The  naked  wish,  the  longing  bare, 
The  limbs  grown  weary  of  the  street. 

Move  on  with  me  a  little  while. 
Though  buildings  block  the  arrowed  thought, 
The  diamond  brightness  of  your  smile 
Cuts  time  from  out  the  brain  grown  hot, 
And  through  the  cooling  vacuum  made 
The  white  wind  fills  a  future  hour 
Where  every  impulse  long  delayed— 
The  cry  that  beat  against  a  tower, 
The  running  joy  cut  off  by  sound- 
Shall  know  the  hush  of  lonely  ground. 
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PURSUIT 


H 


.UNT  down  with  me  the  unrepenting  Spring, 
The  Spring  that  wounded  us  and  fled  away. 
I  have  caught  glimpses  of  it  on  the  wing, 
Dipping  through  hills  green-gleaming  under  day; 
I  have  caught  fragments  of  its  song,  and  clung 
A  moment  to  the  vision  of  its  grace; 
But  I  cannot  recapture  it,  unsung 
By  your  encouragement  or  left  to  trace 
Its  flight  without  your  swiftest  aid.  Hunt  down 
With  me  the  Spring  that  wounded  us,  swift  one, 
Who  loved  the  spume  of  sunlight  on  the  brown 
Of  buds,  and  raced  the  fleeting  gale  begun. 
Though  we  may  hunt  to  take  the  unallowed, 
We  are  still  spurred  and  eager,  and  still  proud. 
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CONVERSATION 


QPEAK 


to  the  maples,  lonely  heart,  and  cross  the  grass 
where  autumn  stills  the  blood,  and  grosbeaks  pass,  yellow 
and  quiet. 

There  must  be  always  summer  forsaken,  and  a  slow  returning 
to  loneliness,  and  shadows  shaken  beneath  the  moon.  Pain 
must  awaken. 

Grosbeaks  are  yellow,  and  the  maples  know  a  language  taken 
from  our  hearts  and  kept  through  snow,  through  every 
turning  of  the  earth,  through  every  dark.  Pass  through  the 
grass  and  mark  the  wings,  the  yellow  and  the  quiet. 

Blood  must  remember  summer,  wondering  why  the  warmth 
must  vanish  from  the  sky  while  longing  stays.  All  of  the 
days  so  painless,  all  of  the  thundering  and  cool  cessation 
of  the  rain— cease  from  your  wondering;  speech  that  we 
learned  in  joy  must  still  remain. 

It  must  be  ever  thus:  worlds  burned  through  with  the  sun,  and 
hearts  never  thinking  that  there  can  be  an  end  to  winds 
that  run.  These  we  have  seen,  and  we  have  known  the 
thunder— that  which  is  cut  asunder  from  our  lives,  the 
gold  and  green. 

That  is  enough,  O  lonely  heart.  Pain  keeps  alive  the  things  we 
said  in  summer  each  to  each;  carry  this  speech  across  the 
grass  where  autumn  stills  the  blood,  and  grosbeaks  pass, 
yellow  and  quiet  over  hills. 
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MUTENESS 


A, 


.LONE  you  climb  the  road  this  gusty  night. 
What  song  is  in  your  brain,  what  tortured  cry 
For  paths  left  empty  after  summer's  flight, 
For  warmth  long  vanished  from  a  quiet  sky? 
Lips  that  have  sung  my  life  with  me,  and  hair 
That  mingled  with  the  rain  and  couched  with  grass, 
Under  the  shaken  bough  you  go  to  share 
The  wind  and  darkness  where  the  long  hours  pass 
Empty  of  word,  yet  prophesying  death 
In  all  the  chaos  of  their  loosened  leaves.  .  .  . 
Upward  the  road  runs  to  a  height  where  breath 
Is  dashed  from  mouth,  and  rocky  summit  cleaves 
Against  the  roofing  dark  like  some  iron  tongue 
Of  voiceless  earth,  and  passions  long  unsung. 


THE  SAME  TODAY 


IYEM] 


[EMBER  if  you  can  our  yesterday: 
The  road  turning  under  the  sun, 
And  the  thought  of  things  done 
So  beautifully,  that  cannot  stay. 
What  was  it  that  clung 
Between  us  without  hands  touching?  Was  it  the  echo  of  a 

music  sung 
In  the  harvest  fields  of  France  after  war  and  Elba  and  the 

blood  wrung 
From  hearts? 
Was  it  the  stirring 

of  this, 

Or  the  secret  whirring 
Of  birds  heard  by  Helo'ise  once  in  the  midst  of  a  kiss? 

Never  a  word  nor  a  cry  in  our  yesterday,  in  our  sun; 
Never  a  brushing  of  sleeves  nor  a  shadow  falling. 
But  something  had  gathered  us  up  in  a  silence  spun 
With  old  beauties  done 
Before  us,  recurring,  still  calling. 

Stronger  than  quiver  of  finger  on  finger 

The  contact  of  our  thought  with  old  thoughts  that  linger 

Burning  up,  upward  yet  in  our  sun,  in  our  yesterday,  with  the 
same  yearning,  the  same  yearning. 

Drawing  us  close  to  each  other,  the  earth,  and  the  road  turn 
ing. 
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HERE  IS  YOUR  FACE 


11  ERE 


is  your  face,  and  here  the  mouth  that  speaks, 
And  dusk  has  overtaken  us  at  last. 
Strange,  lovely  one,  what  every  mortal  seeks 
Is  given  us:  up  steeps  of  voiceless  past 
Our  lives  have  come  to  mingle  in  the  far, 
Clean  deepening  of  destined  night.  And  yet, 
Though  we  may  see  and  speak  beneath  a  star, 
We  know  not.  Like  the  waiting  echo  set 
In  shells,  we  sound  the  meaningless;  pain 
And  emptiness  alone  are  in  our  hands, 
And  what  we  see  and  say  will  ever  wane 
Like  ocean  brightness  over  darkened  sands. 
Here  is  your  face,  the  mouth  that  here  proclaims, 
Unknown  with  me,  the  namelessness  of  names. 


LETTER  FROM  THE  SOUTH 


A, 


.LL  your  faces  in  the  rooms  I  know, 
Lit  with  remembrance  and  a  peaceful  flame 
That  stirs  me  here,  an  exile  from  the  snow 
And  winter  firelight.  As  you  come  and  go 
I  watch  you  and  I  speak  each  name. 

Whatever  you  give  to  each  other  I  give  with  you, 

The  particles  of  my  longing  shine 

On  the  plain  walls,  in  the  quiet  light— 

The  warmth  is  mine. 

Whatever  you  say  I  repeat  in  the  heart's  darkness, 

Giving  it  silver  sound  in  the  burnt-out  hollow  of  years, 

For  I  remember  the  presents  given, 

The  color  of  paper,  the  ribbon  you  used; 

I  remember  the  tears. 

Green  as  it  always  will  be  the  wreath  brought  in  from  the 

cold, 
And  some  of  its  green  is  the  laughter  I  keep  and  the  stories 

told, 

And  where  it  curves  on  the  frost  of  the  pane 
I  return,  full-circle,  I  live  again, 
Sharp  as  the  frost  in  my  wish, 
As  deep  as  the  berry's  stain. 

Heap  wood  on  the  hearth  and  know  I  have  cut  it  today 
With  the  mind's  sharp  play 
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And  the  edge  of  the  blood's  desire. 

Strike  keys  where  the  candles  splash  down 

And  music  will  bring 

The  family-created  fire 

And  the  song  I  sing, 

With  you  or  absent,  at  every  season's  shrine. 

Your  song  is  mine. 
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THROUGH  FALLEN  LEAVES 


WE 


E  walk  through  fallen  leaves  while  lingering  light 

Mellows  against  the  outline  of  the  hills. 

The  valleys  smoke  with  golden  haze;  gentle  and  bright 

The  warm  moon  rises.  Slowly  the  first  blue  fills 

The  hollows  and  the  mists  awake.  We  walk  through  crum 
bling  leaves, 

We  take  this  turn. 

Now  far  below  the  gray  of  dusk 

The  first  lights  burn. 

Slowly  we  go,  for  we  have  loved  this  air, 

This  being  higher  than  the  rest.  Our  love 

Has  knit  with  secret  strength,  as  branches  bare 

Find  sorrow  lifting  when  the  great  winds  rove. 

All  things  draw  closer  to  us  for  our  hearts  are  one: 

The  mist  below  us  is  the  breath  we  draw, 

We  hold  the  deep  warmth  of  the  vanished  sun, 

Our  pulses  beat  with  every  bird  we  saw. 

The  lights  below  are  on  our  finger  tips, 

The  silence  of  the  valleys  on  our  lips. 


CERTAINTY 

.HESE  leaves  will  gleam  forever.  These  leaves,  these  leaves 
We  put  our  hands  to  in  the  thirsty  noon. 
There  is  no  end  save  what  the  mind  conceives, 
And  what  the  heart  relinquishes  too  soon. 
Dust  of  the  roadway  settles  to  the  grass, 
And  what  we  stirred  is  still;  but  on  the  bough 
These  leaves  will  gleam,  nor  will  they  ever  pass 
While  we  retain  the  strength  we  summon  now. 
Hot  noon  is  here,  my  love,  and  whitened  sky 
Chokes  us  with  chaff  of  ages  and  of  change; 
But  close  against  us  shines  the  full  reply 
To  every  longing.  No,  it  is  not  strange 
That  we  may  keep  a  brightness  that  must  go, 
For  we  are  surer  than  the  things  we  know. 


SPRING  VALLEY 


G 


UN-METAL  hills,  a  valley  patched  with  snow, 
Lean  trees  that  catch  the  wind  and  bend  and  blow, 
Pointing  the  only  direction  you  can  go. 
Against  the  windy  sky  of  spring,  a  crow. 
The  doorstep  and  the  touch  of  latch,  the  flare 
Of  flame  within  a  grate,  the  burnished  hair 
And  busied  fingers  of  a  wife  left  working; 
The  dinner  waiting,  food  both  warm  and  kind. 
Sit  down  to  eat.  You  have  not  left  behind 
Anything  seen  or  felt,  though  you  were  shirking 
To  give  yourself  a  walk,  a  breath  of  air. 
Bend  to  your  gleaming  plate,  and  you  will  find 
The  images  reflected  from  your  mind: 
Patches  of  snow  and  lean  trees  shining  there. 
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ANNOUNCEMENT  TO  ONE  DEAD 

A  HERE  are  wings  in  the  sun,  there  are  birds  on  the  way, 
There  are  roadways  that  pierce  through  the  heat  of  the  day; 
Dear  lips,  long  in  darkness,  whose  wisdom  I  heard, 
One  hope  is  still  poised,  and  one  journey  deferred. 
There  is  famine  for  grain,  there  are  waterless  streams, 
But  the  high,  silent  hawk  curves  forever,  and  gleams; 
Dear  lips,  long  in  darkness,  whose  beauty  has  paled, 
One  impulse  endures  where  others  have  failed. 
There  is  burning  within  me,  and  brilliance  without- 
But  the  splendor  of  eagerness  dies  like  a  shout; 
One  readiness  only  gives  courage  to  stay: 
I  shall  follow  at  last  through  the  cool  of  a  day 
When  the  living  is  over,  the  labor  is  done, 
And  the  birds  that  are  swift  have  forsaken  the  sun. 
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Ill 

THE  LITTLE  TOWN 


LATE  AFTERNOON 


s 


MALL  village  square  with  the  great  snow  rising, 
The  late  snow  blowing  in  keen  blue  air, 
With  the  tint  of  the  sunset,  the  great  winds  lifting, 
Thundering  over  the  roofs  left  bare. 

The  fine  snow  scooping  the  hollows  and  running, 
The  spirals  growing,  flung  higher  than  trees, 
Wavering,  catching  the  steeple  in  spray, 
Bringing  old  Clifton  Woods  to  his  knees, 
Turning  the  stores  to  a  shadowy  gray. 

Air  that  is  bitter  and  sharp,  that  cries 
With  a  gladness  terrible  to  hear, 
Towering  into  the  knife-blue  skies, 
Lean  and  solid  and  heavy  to  bear. 

Those  behind  windows  scratch  at  the  frost, 
See  the  red  sun  and  the  high-piled  porch. 
The  path  to  the  stores  is  blown  over  and  lost, 
The  wind  after  darkness  will  blow  like  a  torch— 
An  invisible  torch  that  will  burn  in  the  night 
With  a  heart  that  is  cold  and  a  glow  that  is  white. 
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MISS  BURNHAM 

ASHED  in  such  sparkling  air 
The  little  town  became 
Green  dab  of  leaves,  white  glare 
Of  buildings  dipped  in  turquoise  flame. 
Even  Miss  Burnham  with  her  shriveled  hair 
And  tasseled  shawl 

Has  condescended  to  come  out  today. 
She  must  have  stepped  across  the  opening  in  the  wall: 
I  saw  her  in  Jock  Andrews'  meadow— There  to  stay, 
It  seemed,  the  way  she  stood  surveying  Jock's  good  hay. 

And  when  I  had  a  chance  to  look  again, 

I  felt  a  strange  catch  at  the  heart: 

Jock's  son— queer  sort,  insane 

Some  called  him— he  had  leaned 

A  ladder  in  the  cherry  tree, 

And  when  I  turned  to  look, 

Was  handing  down  a  cherry  cluster  to  her, 

Dark  red  and  cleaned 

By  freshened  air.  The  ladder  shook 

A  little,  and  Miss  Burnham's  face  was  strained 

And  fragile,  looking  up  that  way. 

A  smile  had  changed  the  gray 

Line  of  her  lips,  as  though  a  dead  joy  pained 

Her  slowly.  I  could  just  see  Jock's  son's  ringer  tips 


Holding  the  stem;  the  thick  boughs  hid  him;  it  was  just  as 

well: 

No  one  could  tell 
How  strange  his  face  might  be. 

I  couldn't  believe  what  I  saw,  but  there  it  was— the  tree 

Hung  with  red  clusters,  turquoise  sky  beyond; 

And  there  she  stood, 

Her  tasseled  shawl  drawn 

Close,  one  hand  on  the  round  wood 

Of  the  ladder, 

The  other  thin  hand  reaching 

As  eagerly  as  it  could 

Without  beseeching. 
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REFLECTION 


IDLE, 


',  always  idle— 
I  watch  the  birches  sidle 
Daintily  along  the  crooked  stream. 
Loose  bits  of  moonlight  twinkle 
In  every  crack  and  crinkle 
Of  the  sleeping  rocks.  The  leaning  grasses  dream. 

The  hawk  has  heard  the  gun 

Reverberate  through  smoky  sun, 

The  pumpkins  heap  the  lazy  shed  with  yellow. 

The  frosty  twilights  kindle 

Orange  lights  that  burn  and  dwindle 

Down  every  road.  The  stubble  land  is  mellow. 

The  heavy  knotted  blue 

Of  Concord  grapes  is  piled  anew 

Where  the  red  beans,  spotty- jacketed,  are  scattered 

In  the  crushed  and  crumbling  husks 

Of  a  dozen  harvest  dusks. 

Fragrance  smolders  in  the  cornstalks,  leaves  are  tattered, 

After  supper  I  have  come 

To  lie  and  listen  to  the  drum 

Of  the  drowsy  heartbeat  sounding  under  soil. 

Poplar  surges  lift  and  fall 

Down  black  flanges  of  a  wall 

To  the  open  fields,  the  deep  remembered  toil. 

5° 


I  can  put  my  finger  lightly 

On  a  mist  returning  nightly, 

I  can  breathe  an  incense  writhing  out  of  roots; 

But  each  beauty  in  the  dark 

Speaks  of  mortals,  seems  to  hark 

Back  to  wagon  shafts  and  muddy  bedside  boots. 

Every  sinew  in  the  birches 

Upward  reaching,  outward  searches 

For  a  kindred  grace  in  mortals.  Every  gleam 

In  the  moon-reflecting  stone 

Is  a  human  wish  long  known, 

Inarticulate,  and  given  to  a  dream. 


THE  BARBER 


i 


KNOW  the  shape  of  every  head  in  town; 
At  all  town  meetings  I  can  mark  with  pride 
How  smooth  the  necks  are,  how  the  hair  thins  down 
Above  the  collar  and  on  either  side. 
Henry  has  bumps  like  eggs  behind  his  ear, 
And  Martin's  skull  is  broad  and  flat  behind; 
Each  one  I  recognize  from  front  and  rear 
According  to  the  cover  for  his  mind. 
It's  not  my  business  how  their  suits  are  worn, 
Nor  what  the  fashion  is  in  dress  and  hose; 
But  when  the  hair  is  ragged  and  forlorn, 
And  when  the  chin  with  stubble  overflows, 
I  think  with  fear  upon  the  human  lot, 
If  they  were  as  they  are,  and  I  were  not. 


THE  STOREKEEPER 

HESE  goods  I  keep  within  my  window  case 
Are  not  the  only  reason  for  my  store; 
I  offer  men  a  friendly  meeting  place 
When  leaves  of  autumn  whirl  about  the  door, 
And  when  the  deadly  colds  of  winter  come. 
Sometimes  I  half  forget  they  buy  my  wares 
When  faces  glow  that  have  been  dark  and  glum, 
And  when,  between  the  lips  that  have  been  dumb, 
My  best  cigar  draws  forth  an  old  man's  cares. 
Back  of  the  store,  among  the  storage  piles, 
The  fat  stove  mocks  the  winter  with  its  heat: 
There  sallow  Deacon  Kendall  stands,  and  smiles, 
And  there  the  woodsmen  lounge  and  dry  their  feet; 
Old  Andrew's  teeth  and  cheek  are  wedged  apart 
With  cut  plugs  bigger  than  his  aging  heart. 

My  store  is  known  to  you  by  ounce  and  pound, 

But  that  is  not  the  only  value  there; 

Come  out  into  the  rear  and  look  around: 

See  how  the  snowflakes  melt  from  shocks  of  hair, 

And  how  the  gloves  and  leather  jackets  steam, 

Hear  youngsters  boast  and  older  men  explain, 

Mark  how  the  thin  will  flush,  the  fat  will  beam, 

How  wood  is  known  according  to  its  grain, 

And  distance  measured  by  the  swiftest  team. 

Here  is  a  nourishment  that  thaws  the  cold 

And  keeps  the  limbs  and  wits  from  growing  old. 
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THE  MINISTER 

ERHAPS  it  would  come  at  the  end, 
He  thought— something  he  could  not  find 
In  the  going, 

Something  the  bright  winds  flowing 
Did  not  bring, 

Something  the  sure  earth  did  not  lend, 
Nor  any  mortal  speak  nor  season  sing; 
Something  unutterably  glowing, 
Never  perceived  on  branch  or  slanting  wing- 
Perhaps  the  tired  mind  would  mend 
Abruptly  at  the  end. 

Each  villager  remembered  how  he  stood 
Patient  and  gaunt  within  the  quiet  church, 
Holding  the  silver  plate  with  cubes  of  bread, 
Closing  his  eyes,  bowing  his  head. 
"This  is  my  body  broken  for  you.  .  .  ." 

The  light  lay  dead 

On  his  thin  white  hair.  The  hollow  cheeks 

Seemed  to  the  congregation  a  certain  sign 

Of  privilege  in  one  who  seeks 

And  knows  the  Divine. 

They  watched  with  faith 

And  knew  he  communed  with  God. 
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This  was  no  wraith; 

This  was  the  flesh  and  the  sod, 

And  the  truth  of  the  yearly  crop. 

Those  fingers  that  held  the  communion  plate— thin,  yes, 

But  the  palm  was  broad, 

It  had  held  out  coins  in  their  very  village  shop. 

He  was  as  human  as  they;  they  could  trust  what  he  did, 
And  doubly  so  because  he  kept  something  hid: 
Power  was  his  that  they  could  not  understand 
In  his  sunken,  mysterious  eye,  his  religious  hand. 
He  would  redeem  them,  and  sanctify  their  bread. 
"This  is  my  body  broken  for  you,"  he  said. 

And  while  they  thought  these  things,  he  could  hear  outside 

The  vireo  filling  the  morning  with  liquid  gold, 

A  redwing  cried; 

The  white  light  rolled 

From  the  east, 

Was  smothered  by  pallid  windows  and  ceased 

On  the  white  of  his  hair. 

A  thousand  times  in  the  sun 

He  had  heard  human  voices  and  yet  not  heard  anyone, 

Had  listened  to  vireos,  not  believing  them  there. 

He  was  weary.  Perhaps  at  the  end  an  emotion  would  come 

And  a  meaning  flare. 
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THOUGHT  JOAN 


T, 


HE  world  would  always  be  fair,  thought  Joan,  fair  with 
the  great  trees  tipping,  the  red  leaves  sliding,  and  under 
the  forest  dripping,  the  boulders  bare,  there  would  always 
be  places  for  hiding.  They  would  always  be  there. 


Roadways  that  ran  to  the  hill  and  the  water  would  lead  forth 
the  man  of  her  heart  and  her  daughter.  Blackberry  bushes 
that  shone  in  the  sun,  fences  she  leaned  on  after  the  run, 
the  child  of  her  body  and  love  would  know,  and  the  same 
still  snow. 

Richer  and  deeper  than  loam  in  the  shade  was  remembrance 
and  certainty  quietly  laid  at  the  foot  of  the  heart's  tree, 
roots  into  longing.  Wind  on  the  forehead  and  cries  out 
of  night  sounded  only  this  promise:  for  pain  there  was 
flight  down  familiar  paths  and  sweet  thoughts  thronging. 

The  world  would  always  be  fair,  thought  Joan,  and  the  house 
stood  still  forever  with  flowers  on  the  window  sill;  the 
kettles  hung  in  their  places;  she  sat  when  the  kitchen  was 
chill  and  studied  their  empty  faces.  The  fine  snow  blew 
out  of  darkness  chaotic  down  chimney  flue,  under  bolted 
door,  over  whining  sill.  A  mile  to  the  store— the  drifts 
would  be  four  feet  thick  tomorrow,  and  maybe  more. 
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IDA 
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DA  would  wonder  why 
The  frost  was  white 
Until  the  year  she  died. 
The  robin's  flight 
Meant  nothing.  It  was  plain 
Why  blue  jays  cried, 
And  why  the  rain. 

But  in  an  attitude  of  grief 

She  stood  at  windows  when  the  dark  walked  by, 

Staring  in  disbelief 

And  knowing 

That  the  sky 

Was  invisibly  and  gently  snowing 

Whiteness  that  in  sunlight's  glowing 

Would  astound  the  eye. 
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ELLEN 
0 

SOMETHING  of  swiftness  in  the  darkened  air 

Taught  Ellen  hope.  The  lightning's  flare 

Made  reincarnate  every  perished  longing. 

With  bright  head  bare 

And  face  uplifted 

She  awaited  storm,  the  black  clouds  thronging. 

The  wild  grass  swept  her  thighs, 

The  sharp  rain  sifted 

By  the  thick  boughs  lashed  her  eyes. 

Tight-fisted 

As  though  drawn 

From  out  a  womb 

She  faced  the  skies. 

Within  that  gloom 

She  lost  the  things  she  feared: 

The  deadly  brawn 

Of  lovers'  limbs  that  seared 

Her  body, 

The  hot  room, 

And  the  labor,  and  the  shoddy 

Laughter,  the  staccato  talking. 

Here  was  a  strong  world  rocking 

On  the  wheels  of  thunder, 

Sweeping  the  brain  clean,  cleaving  the  flesh  asunder. 

58 


The  wind  poured,  light  as  spume 

And  ocean-cool,  washing  her  deeper,  deeper. 

Through  an  emerald  flume 

The  waters  of  her  spirit  flowed. 

The  inner  stone  of  knowledge  glowed, 

And  quickened,  racing, 

Came  those  dreams  abandoned,  that  impassioned  chasing 

Of  a  thousand  birds  of  beauty  in  the  years  before; 

Wind  brought  them  back  once  more. 

And  she  was  left  alone 

With  wind  and  thunder  and  the  black  clouds  blown 

Through  all  her  aching  and  exalted  being. 

Facing  the  sky,  transfigured  and  unseeing, 

Fulfilment  was  restored  and  gladness  known. 
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SPIRIT  UNPERCEIVED 


No. 


)W  on  these  hills  a  song  that  never  came 
Before  within  the  memory  of  man, 
Made  up  of  light,  invisible  and  warm: 
It  touches  steeples  with  a  ruby  flame, 
It  lays  a  mantle  of  unmoving  storm— 
Turbulent-gold— upon  the  streams  that  ran 
But  yesterday  with  melancholy  shame. 

Whence  and  for  what?  Unanswering 
It  swings  along  the  naked  hills  of  fall, 
Kindling  twigs  to  crystal  murmuring, 
Turning  the  blue  of  wood  smoke  to  a  call 
Gentle  and  fragrant,  falling  like  a  shawl 
Over  the  pearl-gray  pigeon's  sleepy  wing, 
Over  the  deep-brown  meadow  and  the  wall. 

Yet  in  the  faces  here  this  song  is  lost; 
These  lives  are  unacknowledging: 
Their  glance  is  on  the  objects  that  they  see, 
Their  fingers  only  on  the  things  they  know. 
Their  faith  is  in  the  substance  and  the  cost. 
For  thus  alone  can  what  they  do  agree 
With  harvests  and  the  certainty  of  frost. 
Their  eyes  reflect  only  the  coming  snow. 
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POSSESSION 

iHEY  built  a  stone  wall.  Rock  on  rock 
They  piled  it  steady  and  secure. 
Strong  men  they  were  who  spent  their  strength 
That  bold  division  might  endure 
Between  man's  fields.  And,  when  the  length 
Of  solid  barrier  was  done, 
More  than  one  toiler  came  to  lean 
Outside  his  door  while  setting  sun 
Shone  rugged  red  across  the  keen 
Black  outline  of  a  fortress  built, 
Wherein  his  harvest  ranks  would  stand: 
An  army  steady  as  the  land. 

Now  after  season  of  the  corn 

The  squirrel  airs  his  whims  along 

The  crumbled  wall,  and  grass  forlorn 

Pales  under  ruins,  sunsets  creep 

Down  tumbled  surfaces  to  sleep. 

Go  to  the  farmhouse.  You  will  find 

A  new  lord  of  the  old  domain, 

Smoking  his  evening  pipe  behind 

An  arbor  sheltered  from  the  rain. 

"Who  owns  these  fields?"  demand,  and  hear 

His  swift  response:  "Why,  none  but  I." 

Then  show  him  through  the  growing  dark 
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The  outline  of  the  old  stone  wall: 
"See  there  .  .  .  that  ridge  of  rocks  that  fall 
Along  the  slopes,  across  the  flat  ... 
What  power  provides  an  heir  to  that?" 
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THE  POOL 


So 


the  snow  will  sift 
And  the  slow  branch  lift 
And  the  white  come  down. 
I  can  see  the  ground, 
The  broken,  brittle  leaf, 
The  hard  earth  I  touched  in  grief 
When  still  a  boy.  I  can  see  the  pool. 
The  white  ice  will  take  it 
And  the  snow  dream  over  it,  whispering. 
Tight  and  cool 

The  roads  of  the  town,  quiet  and  gentle  the  joy 
Of  the  people.  They  do  not  sing; 
They  go  with  the  inner  peace  I  had 
When  I  bent  to  the  gold  of  the  pool  in  summer 
And  saw  the  leaves  within, 
And  the  flash  of  fire  from  the  belly  of  trout, 
The  moving  fin. 
All  will  be  frozen  over, 
The  fir  branch  lifting, 
The  snow  sifting— 
I  could  bend  close  again 
But  only  the  ice 

Would  answer  the  questioning  finger. 
I  shall  never  go  back  and  linger. 
It  would  only  bring  pain. 
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EXILED 


.OW  many  of  you  are  exiles  with  me,  how  many  have 

gone  forth 

West  and  south,  forsaking  east  and  north? 
That  is  not  half  of  my  exile:  how  many  of  you 
Understand  no  language,  recognize  no  face, 
Find  nothing  of  happiness  in  any  place, 
No  word  that's  true? 

We  are  a  race 

Of  people  hounded  from  close  acquaintance, 

Driven  from  common  ways 

Because  we  see  too  deeply.  We  have  suffered  long 

In  trying  to  be  like  others.  All  our  days 

We  must  lean  against  windows,  looking  in 

On  all  the  bright  hilarity  of  sin 

We  have  rejected.  We  know  each  right  and  wrong. 

Too  sensitive,  we  find  all  purpose  thin, 

And  cold  futility  in  being  strong. 

No  one  believes  us,  for  our  thoughts  are  wild 

To  them;  we  speak  too  willingly  and  from  a  heart 

Kept  open  with  the  impulse  of  a  child. 

Those  people  have  not  felt  the  shock 

Of  each  impression  striking  them  like  rock, 


They  have  not  bled 

From  every  fault,  and  lain  like  dead 

After  a  tempest  of  emotion.  They  can  mock 

Our  strangeness.  It  is  true  we  fled. 

But  we  retain  a  strength 

They  cannot  know: 

A  hard  integrity  pressed  at  the  brain 

And  barricaded  where  the  swift  blood's  flow 

Must  stop  at  length. 

When  autumn  marches  and  the  crystal  rain 

Of  starlight  dashes  silver  from  the  leaves, 

A  million  of  us  turn  and  go 

Down  yesterdays  where  beauty  grieves 

And  on  the  treasured  earth 

Of  years  remembered 

Night  gives  birth 

Again  to  what  the  wish  conceives. 

The  loves  dismembered 

And  the  young  faith  torn 

Are  whole  and  living.  Every  treaty  sworn 

With  fantasy  in  time  of  youth 

Shines  as  the  truth. 

The  hills  that  closeted  the  giants,  trees  that  drew 
Their  substance  from  a  world  of  gnomes  and  elves- 
We  walk  among  them  and  we  know  ourselves. 


ii 

The  night  broods  over  bushes  where  the  flames 
Of  Indian  headdress  moved,  and  arrows  flew; 
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We  draw  our  bows  anew 

And  call  old  names. 

And  by  the  empty  barn  the  milkweed  broken 

Lies  as  the  token 

Of  a  field  that  grew. 

We  find  old  scraps  of  tin  and  leather  lying 

In  ash  heaps— harnesses  for  dogs  we  loved— 

The  silver  of  a  buckle  and  the  dying 

Insignia  of  wooden  shields. 

Where  the  old  garden  yields 

To  rampant  weeds,  we  measure  loss 

Beneath  our  heels— 

A  pine  sword  buried  like  a  wooden  cross. 

Exiled  in  midnight  we  remember  dawn: 

The  shadow  of  a  scarlet  tanager 

Crosses  the  lawn, 

The  crisp  red  of  geraniums  lies  cool 

Within  a  pool 

Of  sunlight, 

The  seed  from  dark  gaillardias  blows  free, 

Sharp-winged  in  flight. 

We  catch  the  sound  of  spring-doors  banging, 

Kettles  boil; 

We  see  the  small,  long-unremembered  things: 

The  beetle  wings, 

The  thorn  bush  with  the  chicken  feather  hanging, 

And  crocus  tips  bled  white  against  the  soil. 
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TIRED  IS  THE  TOWN 

llRED  is  the  town: 
The  shadows  bulge  and  bloom 
Over  the  walls  of  gray  to  the  rolling  moon. 
Puckered  the  fields  of  boneset,  puckered  and  drawn  the  frown 
Of  the  black  hill  trying  to  get  sleep  as  it  lies,  as  it  lies  looking 

down. 

The  white  roofs  shrivel  with  dull  cold  light; 
They  are  worn, 

Weary  and  sick  of  the  stars  being  born, 
They  are  tired  of  the  night. 

The  sidewalk  crawls  through  bushes  and  under  a  rail, 

Trying  to  find  rest,  to  escape 

From  the  moon,  to  escape  looking  pale. 

The  stone  wall  huddles,  the  steeple  dreams,  the  shape 

Of  the  horse  sheds  settles 

And  drowsily  over  the  grape 

The  arbor  hangs,  and  the  silo  leans  in  the  sky. 

The  windows  are  shrunken  and  steely, 

The  pavements  sprawl 

From  store  to  store,  from  wall  to  wall, 

And  nothing  is  said.  The  town  is  weary 

And  all  the  people  in  bed. 


IV 
SHAPE  OF  MY  PEOPLE 
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SHAPE  OF  MY  PEOPLE 

EART  pulse  and  human  bondage— these  I  must  know  be 
fore  the  first  white  snow,  the  last  sensation  has  ushered 
me  beyond  all  love,  past  nation  warring,  and  the  voice  of 
classes.  Cry  of  the  wretched,  prick  of  the  hand  on  steel— 
these  I  must  feel  before  all  feeling  passes;  these  I  must  seek 
and  remember  and  cry  to  in  going;  for  there  is  an  empty 
street  and  the  last  snow  blowing,  and  even  the  pain  is 
sweet  while  the  flesh  is  knowing. 

World,  I  am  human  in  thickness,  and  much  can  pierce  through 
what  I  took  from  your  womb,  what  I  yet  shall  give  back 
to  you.  I  have  will  to  perceive  and  endure  and  a  law  of 
my  own,  uninherited  species  from  species  but  welded 
alone  in  the  frightful  dark  of  my  mind  on  an  anvil  of 
stone. 

World,  I  am  human  in  thickness:  what  man  can  enjoy  and 
endure  I  shall  take  on  the  point  of  my  will  with  my  foot 
ing  sure.  And  what  I  shall  brandish  at  last  in  the  ebb  of 
the  storm  shall  be  neither  the  claim  to  a  past— the  lips  that 
were  warm  and  the  hearts  that  were  tortured— not  these, 
nor  the  claim  to  survive;  but  the  blade  of  a  mortal  longing 
made  sharp  and  alive— shape  of  my  people,  yet  steel  of  an 
unknown  kind,  welded  alone  in  the  frightful  dark  of  my 
mind. 


DREAM  IN  THIS  QUIET 
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REAM  in  this  quiet, 
Gray  the  gloom  and  deep. 
The  leaves  hang  brown  and  bitter  dark— 
Too  late  for  sleep. 
The  hills  we  climb  are  lovely, 
Sharp  the  air, 

But  sharper  still  the  world  behind, 
The  flesh  laid  bare 
By  bombs  that  cut  and  blind. 
We  must  turn  back  and  share. 


PRAYER 
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REATHE  on  these  trees  and  in  the  hearts  of  men, 
Turn  them  from  thunder  and  the  polished  steel 
To  the  hills  again  and  the  turned  loam 
And  the  things  men  feel 
In  quiet.  Instead  of  being  blind 
And  driven  like  sheep, 
May  they  find 

The  courage  that  rises  from  thought, 
The  strength  to  refuse  to  kill.  May  they  keep 
This  courage  till  gladness  is  wrought 
In  the  shape  of  their  toil— 
A  gladness  that  others 
They  might  have  shot 
Still  live  as  their  brothers. 

Breathe  on  their  labor  and  make  it  strong; 
Where  the  valleys  bend  and  the  furrows  turn, 
Show  them  your  truth  in  the  earth,  let  them  learn 
By  growth  and  decay  what  is  right,  what  is  wrong. 
Let  their  hands  be  quick  and  the  great  suns  burn. 
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HENRY 

E  leans  against  the  shed,  the  brown  stem  of  his  pipe  hung 
down  from  features  bled  of  all  desire,  all  strength,  the 
slow  fire  in  the  pipe  bowl  dead,  his  body  sagging  loose  to 
all  its  length. 

Nothing  brings  money  any  more:  not  milk  nor  apples  nor  the 
heavy  store  of  harvests  dragged  away  from  earth  to  rot. 
Nothing  he  labors  for  and  loves  brings  payments  on  the 
things  he's  bought.  Only  the  cry  of  creditors  breaks 
through  his  thought,  stronger  than  his  own  child's  cry 
ing,  enduring  longer  than  the  battle  fought  by  toil,  more 
deathless  than  the  purpose  of  the  soil,  alive  with  all  his 
life  and  substance  dying. 

Nothing  brings  money  any  more.  No  need  to  ask  for  credit 
at  the  store,  or  separate  the  cream  and  go  the  rounds. 
What  is  this  dream  of  profits?  Dim  and  vague  it  sounds, 
and  all  connections  seem  undone.  Who  gets  ahead  from 
profits  of  the  grower?  No  one  living  in  his  town.  Does 
anyone?  Who  backs  the  credit  of  the  store,  and  who 
backs  them?  And  how  far  back  does  all  this  credit  go? 
He  does  not  know.  He  leans  against  the  shed  and  bites  the 
brown  stem  of  his  pipe  and  wonders  why  a  man's  love 
cannot  be  enough  to  buy  the  stuff  to  keep  his  loving,  why 
a  man's  heartbreaking  labor  is  not  worth  even  the  food 
and  rest  to  keep  him  breathing  after  birth. 
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WHAT  GENERATION? 

HAT  generation  have  you  known  like  ours? 
Heir  to  a  million  powers 
That  cannot  move, 
Expression  locked  in  a  groove, 
Intelligence  geared  to  a  courage  that  cowers. 
Think  you  we  can  ever  betray 
Every  birthright  that  labor  and  intellect  gives, 
Every  weakness  and  strength  of  our  day, 
Every  longing  that  lives 
In  the  secret  heart  of  the  mass? 
Deep  consciousness  lulled  by  the  stupid  and  crass 
Into  long  subjection! 
Deep  reason  put  off  and  denied 
By  the  leaders  we  deified 
Who  have  struck  us  behind! 
At  the  great  intersection 
Of  tyranny's  road 
And  impartial  right, 
Be  a  voice  to  the  blind, 
Be  a  goad, 

Be  the  sudden  stabbing  of  light 
To  the  men  who  can  lead 
Though  the  end  may  be  flight 
And  the  spirit  must  bleed. 
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There  is  something  of  what  we  have  built  in  us  still- 
Something  rigid  like  skyscrapers  cutting  the  chill 

Of  a  dark,  and  transmitting  a  will; 

Something  fierce  like  our  dynamos,  fed  with  electrical  cun 
ning, 

Something  bright  and  elastic  like  flywheels  and  belts  in  the 
running. 

We  can  never  betray  it,  for  what  we  inherit  is  drawn 

Into  every  vein  and  desire  till  our  breath  is  gone. 

Think  you  we  can  ever  see  them  turned 

To  the  use  of  a  handful  of  tyrants  who  learned 

Every  art  of  their  rule  from  the  wits  of  the  underfed? 

We  ask  more  than  our  bread. 

We  demand  open  giving 

And  taking 

Of  thoughts  that  are  living 

And  deeds  that  can  live;  not  by  baking 

Are  we  to  be  known;  we  are  people  who  slept  and  are  waking; 

We  built  you  the  tunnel,  the  tower, 

We  gave  you  the  science,  the  impulse,  the  golden  hour; 

We  are  the  people  forsaken  but  never  forsaking; 

We  are  the  ones  you  believed  left  their  hearts  in  the  baking. 

There  is  something  of  what  we  have  built  in  us  still, 

Yet  something  barbaric,  eternally  splendid. 

There  is  something  of  Alaric  forging  the  will, 

Giving  shape  to  the  long-intended. 

Attila  rises  in  modern  guise 

In  these  voices,  these  eyes, 

This  youth  that  is  caught  in  the  rush  of  a  great,  clean  fire. 

O  generation  resigning  the  selfish  desire! 

No  body  infused  with  this  love  can  ever  tire. 


We  shall  cross  over  Danube  and  kneel  by  the  Tiber  at  last; 

To  a  spirit  past 

We  shall  add  the  stinging  will  of  our  time; 

We  shall  shatter  the  crime 

We  have  boasted,  and  scatter  the  foe  in  the  blast. 

O  feet  on  the  frozen  ground,  O  hearts  still  young! 

This  is  the  hope  and  the  courage  sung 

By  men  before; 

But  they  never  marched  through  a  world  far-flung 

With  a  promise  heaped  to  the  heavy  and  bolted  door. 

O  Rome  of  creative  plenty,  O  Rome  of  steel! 

We  march  with  a  courage  barbaric,  yet  we  think  and  we  feel 

With  a  vision  and  consciousness  cut  to  the  fineness  of  light. 

What  generation  glimpsed  this  dizzy  height? 

What  age  had  the  strength  and  the  stature  to  rush  and  break 

through? 
O  Rome  of  creative  plenty,  we  march  to  you. 
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WHEN  WAGES  RISE 


A 


,LL  day  the  white  air  sucking  the  dust,  and  the  glare 
Of  the  sun  moves  over  the  bare 
Dark  shoulders  of  Jolson  bending; 
The  air  drill  thumping  against  his  hands, 
The  swift  sweat  blending 
In  grime, 
The  heavy  pumping  of  blood  in  his  veins  keeping  body  alive 

in  the  rock  and  the  slime. 

Jolson  works  his  time 

With  the  others. 

He  hears  commands  and  smothers 

The  sharp  retort.  The  rent  will  never  be  paid, 

He  thinks,  will  never  be  paid. 

And  Mary  is  growing  thinner,  the  room  where  the  baby  is  laid 

Grows  darker  and  hotter,  and  no  milk  can  be  bought. 

He  has  never  been  a  sinner,  the  Holy  Mother  knows  that; 

But  the  battle  he's  fought 

Can't  always  go  on, 

The  last  cent  is  drawn 

From  the  savings,  and  prices  rise. 

The  employer  says  wages  will  soon  rise,  too. 
But  they  never  do. 

He  wishes  a  shell  would  break  over  his  head  as  it  did  in  the 
war. 
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But  what  are  these  muscles  for? 

They  can  still  tell  men  what  he  means  in  a  language  as  simple 
and  plain 

As  hunger  and  pain. 

This  air  drill  thumping— 

His  heart  is  pumping  still. 

These  men  who  put  him  to  work  and  send  him  to  kill, 

The  employer  who  comes  sometimes  with  his  endless  smirk- 
He  gets  the  pay 

Of  eight  men,  so  they  say. 

What  does  he  know  of  work 

Grown  futile,  and  hunger's  taunt;  the  sound  of  a  woman's 
voice  grown  faint  in  the  rout  of  want? 

The  air  drill  is  sharp:  it  would  look  well  sticking  out  of  some 
one's  back 

The  way  the  bayonet  did  that  day  at  the  front  through  a 
soldier's  stomach  and  pack. 
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FOREBODING 


s 


TRANGE  barren  ground  where  the  stars  are  ripe 
With  a  new  sad  glow 
And  the  rocks  stand  sparse  and  lovely 
Like  a  wind  that  has  ceased  to  blow, 
Like  a  cry  in  mid-air. 

Apple  trees  bent  with  the  brown  bark  tattered  and  fine, 
Sweet  is  the  taste  within,  brown  bark  and  the  winter  tang, 
How  quick  is  the  fang 
Of  first  ice  catching  the  apple  trees. 
Before  the  snow  leaps 
I  will  know  them  and  feel  how  free 

Is  the  branch  which  has  touched  where  the  far  stars  shine. 
The  taste  of  earth  wine 
Is  hung  on  the  bough  for  me 
In  the  bark  itself,  the  wood.  The  rocks  are  sad  and  the  night 

air  deep, 

Old  barns  hang  forward  over  the  slope, 
And  underneath,  the  apple  trees  sleep. 
The  stray  winds  grope. 

And  sadness  is  in  me  like  gray  and  misted  song, 
These  people,  like  these  trees,  cannot  stay  long; 
The  winter  is  on  them,  on  people  everywhere; 
Like  the  soft  earth  in  the  melting  sun 
Their  land  will  go, 

The  things  they  held  and  loved  no  longer  there. 
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FABLE 

HO  will  push  this  rock  from  the  high  hill? 
Who  will  see  it  snap  the  birches,  crack  the  fir, 
Go  thundering  to  the  lake  beneath?  No  people  stir 
Against  the  skyline.  No  one  climbs.  The  village  streets  are  still. 
Yet  in  winter  the  hunter  lifts  his  eye 
And  sees  it  crouching  in  the  bitter  sky, 
A  beast  that  he  would  give  his  life  to  kill. 
Ice-cutters  bending  to  the  sweep  of  wind 
Pause  with  a  mitten  held  against  the  cheek, 
Seeing  that  darkness  overhead,  that  sleek 
And  swollen  terror,  wondering  if  they  have  sinned. 

This  rock  has  been  above  the  village  now 

As  far  back  as  the  mind  can  go. 

But  those  who  walk  at  night, 

Hearing  their  footsteps  creak  against  the  snow, 

Dare  not,  as  other  villagers,  seek  out  the  height, 

The  closest,  most  familiar  hill,  whence  peace  may  flow; 

They  keep  their  eyes  on  dwellings  and  the  shaded  light. 

And  he  who  leans,  in  springtime,  on  the  plow, 

Seeking  a  moment's  respite,  sees  it  stand, 

More  monstrous  than  the  sky,  above  his  land, 

Something  he  hates  but  cannot  understand. 

Who  will  go  up  and  break  this  thing  that  breathes, 
This  thing  that  poises  and  will  never  fall? 

81 


Some  fabled  man,  the  villager  agrees, 

Some  giant  stronger  than  the  rock  will  call 

With  thunderous  voice  across  the  bluest  day, 

And  heave  the  great  rock  down  through  crashing  brush, 

Through  broken,  booming  ice  into  the  lake. 

Then,  in  the  slow  and  mighty  hush, 

The  villagers  will  bow  their  heads  to  pray. 

The  old  forgotten  gladness  will  awake; 

And  looking  up  to  the  bare  place  on  the  hill 

They  will  find  many  things  to  say 

That  their  hearts  have  held  for  years,  frozen  and  still. 
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PROPHECY 

A  HIS  town  will  never  live,  you  know  it  well:  the  deer  that 
wander  on  the  hill  through  shifting  snow  look  down  on 
chimneys  huddled  in  the  chill  of  night.  These  homes  will 

go- 
Strange,  broken  flight  of  a  winter  bird  crosses  the  moon;  dies 
on  the  air  like  the  long-fading  cry  of  a  loon,  like  the  fail 
ing  word,  raggedly  spoken,  faintly  heard. 

Somewhere  in  frozen  mosses,  thin  and  spare  like  broken 
crosses,  the  bones  that  built  these  walls,  the  flesh  that 
stirred,  will  lie  beneath  the  cloven  hoof  of  deer  still  wan 
dering  here. 
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